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And, panting on thy breast, supinely lies,

While with  thy heavenly form he feeds his

famished eyes;                                                   50

Sucks in with open lips thy balmy breath,
By turns restored to life, and plunged in pleasing

death.

There while thy curling limbs about him move,
Involved and fettered in the links of love,
When, wishing all, he nothing can deny,              55

Thy charms in that auspicious moment try;
With winning eloquence our peace implore,
And quiet to the weary world restore.